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A PINDARIQUE ODE. 


ON THE 


MURD FR. 
King Charles the Firſt, 


Famary the 3o® 16 4.8. 


I. 


Y Muſe, joyn mournful Voice to mournful Strings, 
And play as mournfully as now you fing 
The laſt fad Tragick Scene of our great martyr'd K ING. 
All dark and gloomy was th' unhappy Day, 
and the unwilling Sun ' 
Refusd his daily Race to run, 
Nor the leaſt Beam-of Brightneſs would diſplays 
Black as the Tyrants Heart that did the Nation Gray. 
We feard (and very: juſtly too ) 
That Heaven would pour all its Vials down, . . 
And ſend worſe Plagues than ever RIPE knew, 
the wretched Ifland to updoe; 
the wretched Ile deſerv'd to be 
dig'd up, and caſt into the Sea 
For the dire Sin of 1 its own Progeny:. 


11. 


We've heard of the Calamities 4 ſent down 
Upon Jeruſalem, his own loyd Town, | 
What Plagues, what Ruioes, did enſue, - 
What Blood, what Deſolations, did purſue 
When they had crucifi'd the Eternal King; 
Though that was richer Gore, i 2 
Yet was the Guilt almoſt the ſame, - 
Never any Sin 
Since that, of deeper Dye has been, 
Nor ever was before. 
When the Eternal Son of God did dye, 
| The Temple's Veil was rent, 
And fearful Signs and Wonders fild the Firmament ; 
So when the horrid Blow was given, 
It frighted Earth, and ſtart1'd Heav'n. 
In vain Aſtrologers their Skill did try: 
all muſt in Chaos lye, 
When Rebels rule, and God-like Kings muſt dye; it 
IM 


In. 


Ah, curſt effe@ts of Civil Wars! 
And lawleſs Luſt, and impious Rage 
Of a rebellious, Factious Age. 
Thus did the Hands and Feet rebell, _ b 
And 'gainſt their Sovereign Head to Civil Diſcords fell, 
Reaſon deposd and gone, 
Luft ſtrait uſurp'd the injur'd Throne, 
and ſwore 'twould reign and rule alone: 
And what but Ruirie could be ere the Fate 
Of ſuch a rude, ungovernd, head-ſtrong State ? 
| Let, gracious Heaven, never more this Land 
. Fall under thedire Vengeance of thy Hand 
No more let Albion be the ſport and ſhout 
Of all her Neighbours round about. 
Ah'! wretched Alb;on, then they cry ds _ 
_ Ah! wretched Albion, then the Gods and Men reply. 
I V. 
If it be true PHP 
That from the Martyrs Blood the Churches Greatneſs grew, 
That for one ſlain 
Out of his Duſt many ſhould riſe again 
Weſeethemighty Sentence prov'd divine, 
| What Godilike Heroes ſprang from Charles his Line; 
What God-like Phenxes did re-aſpire 
From out their Royal Father's Funeral Pyre? 
.- Juſt like the Sun after a ſtorm, FF 
Such was the happy Entry of our K I N G, 
His Royal bounty ſmil'd on every thing : 
(Out doing Heaven) Pardons he gave 
to every baſe rebellious Slave ; 
Forgave his Fathers Death/and his own Sufferings. 
Kind Heaven has A/bio» happy made | 
under the God-like Cherles his ſhade, 
His Noon-tide Glories all ſhall riſe, 
and mount before him to the Skzes, 
Too high for any Poliſh, Traiterous Policies : 
'_ And Men ſhall envy us, and call 
The great Defender of our Faith, Defender of us all. 


FINIS. 


